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Author's Notes: 
Sorry if the blood makes everyone squeamish, | wrote this back when fall started but | forgot all about it until 
now. | really need to get to posting some of my stories because I've written a lot of things but | haven't 


posted any of them. 


1188: 
Its a known fact that Øystein loves the Autumn. It makes him feel -and act- like a little boy again. 


"Øystein, let's not" Jørn whines while he's following Øystein through the thick forest growing around their 


cabin. 


"What happens if Dead wakes up and sees that we're not home? It's not like he knows anything about Norway, 
did you think about that? Heyl" He shouts, running up to pace with Øystein. 


"Hellhammer will be there." He shrugs callously, his lips puffed like the well-being of his brand new - 


well.relatively brand new- bandmate is none of his concern 
"Its no big deal." 
Jørn frowns, opening his mouth to speak before Øystein interrupts again. 


"You can always go home, you know?" He points towards the general direction of ‘home’. "I didn't ask you to tag 


along." 
"If | don't tag along, you'll probably do something stupid" Jørn claims, still jogging after Dystein 


"Whatever you say, mom." He scoffs, scouring the forest floor for the biggest bundle of dead leaves he can 


find. 


"Remember 198b?" Jørn circles around him with his hands on his hips, slightly out of breath. Øystein turns 


around and somehow he still manages to look menacing in his reading glasses and jack-o-lantern sweater. 


"Fuck! | was seventeen!" He flails his hands, "It's not as if it hit that if | tried to climb the Berlin Wall, they 


could kill me!" 


'It was only two years agol" Jørn argues, his face turning bright red as Øystein makes a weird huffing noise, 


patting around the leaves frustratedly. 


Much to Øysteins never-ending irritation, Jørn decided that if anyone was going to protect Øystein from 
himself, it was going to have to be hm 


Fifty percent of the population was perfectly fine with seeing Øystein crash and burn like Widerge Flight TIO 
and the other fifty didnt realize that Bystein was essentially the human equivalent of a bumble bee. 


"What are you even so worried about, Jørn? ‘Cause it ain't me. It's not like everything | touch burns. If your 
panties are getting so twisted over Dead then just go back. I'm not keeping you here." Øystein suddenly snaps 
like he's been keeping that in for a while. 


He gets down on his knees in a particularly nice sun spot. His eyebrows furrow, jaw setting as his small hands 


go reaching out to bundle all the multicoloured leaves together. 
He interrupts before Jørn can answer again 
"If you wanna hang with me, then hang with me. Stop making everything about Dead." 


"| don't make everything about Dead, he's new, he's living with us. We should make him feel welcome." Jørn 


crosses his arms, watching as Øystein tucks his hair behind his ears. 


"Dude can fend for himself. Fuck, Jørn." he mumbles, working on the pile of leaves. 
Jørn realizes he's forgotten to defend himself against Bystein's accusations that he's come along for the sole 
purpose of spending one-on-one time with him but that the moment is over regardless. He throws his nose up, 


"Besides, you'll get yourself hurt. | don't trust you, man." 


"Get hurt?" Øystein laughs, kicking around decaying pine needles and turned soil as he stands up. "You do 


realize the only way | could seriously injure myself is if | do this?" 


Jørn wonders what ‘this' is for a split second before Øystein turns around and promptly bashes his forehead 


straight into a tree trunk Jørr's jaw unhinges as he scrambles to him. 


"Are you alright, Bystein?!?" He shouts, grabbing Øystein shoulders and turning him around. There's a steady 
stream of blood dripping down his face. 


"See? Not dead" Øystein says casually, his voice wavering as he gives Jørn a thumbs up before walking off to 


continue making his pile of leaves. 

"You can't just do that!" 

"Why not?" 

“Cause you're bleeding everywhere!" Jørn gestures all along Bystein's neck and the collar of his sweater, which 
is already becoming stained. There is very little doubt in Jørn's mind that this isn't being done for many 


reasons other than to piss him right off but still, he continues. Why? 


Øystein touches his forehead, making a little ‘hm’ sound at the sight of blood covering his fingers. He drags his 
fingers down his nosebridge before flicking it at Jarn's face. 


"Fight me." 


"Oh fuck youl" Jørn snaps, trying to scrub Dystein's blood off of him as the latter cackles maniacally. At his 
wits end, he places his hand at the small of Oystein's back and propels him into the leaves. 


And yet, Øystein still continues to laugh. 

"How is this funny to you?!" His voice raises as Øystein turns over on his back 

"You're so pissed. You should see the look on your face, it's fucking ace." He says, pointing at Jarn's head. 

The look on varns face? Hasn't Øystein realized that he's lying there in dirty leaves with his blood pouring out 


in all directions? Jarn frowns, noticing the way it mats into his hairline. He almost looks bald like this, the sun 


bleached his roots into a gold colour, contrasting against his badly coloured hair. 


He reaches into his coat pocket and pulls out a balled up napkin covered in mustard stains. Deciding itll have to 
do, and that its probably more than Øystein even deserves, he lies over the leaves and begins to wipe away 
the blood. 

"You don't have'ta." Øystein says, lying still as Jørn pats at his face. 


"Shut up..You might need stitches.” Jørn whispers, "Probably will. How the fuck are you not screaming? Doesn't 
that hurt?" He pokes around the open wound where it looks like a piece of bark split Bystein’s skin clean open. 


"Yeah, it hurts like a bitch, man.. | can barely see. but, you know, the pleasure outweighs the pain" Øystein 


snickers. 
"The ‘pleasure'?" 


‘Of seeing you throw a hissy fit whenever | do something you don't like." Øystein punctuates the ‘yous’ with 


pokes to Jarn's collarbones. 
"You're crazy." Jarn frowns, pushing his hair back as he continues to scrub away. 
"Not as crazy as Dead, that's for sure." Bystein says with a small smile. 


Jørn has never considered before this moment that maybe Øystein really isnt ‘like him'. He knows Dystein's 


weird but maybe Øystein is weirder than he thought. 

His tongue reaches up to slide across his top lip. Smacking his lips, Øystein says, "It tastes funny.” 

"Its blood, Øystein. Of course it tastes funny." Jørn says uneasily, smoothing some more hair away. Aside 
from, of course, blood, Jørn notices that Øystein smells a little bit like cinnamon and rye bread. And that his 


lips are really chapped. 


"Use chapstick, Chrissake.." he mumbles, before throwing his hands down defeatedly, "Congrats man, you're 
going to need to go the hospital." 


"Why are you looking at my mouth, Jørn?" Øystein asks, arching his neck to look at him. 
"| just noticed" Jørn defends, his cheeks turning red. 

Dystein's fingers go to his lips, picking at a piece of dead skin He peels it off. 

"How's it go? ‘It was a pleasure to bleed'?" He jokes. 


"It was a pleasure to burn" Jørn corrects, and Øystein rolls his eyes, swatting Jørn away and sitting up with 


some difficulty. 

"Fuck off, man. You're no fun" He grunts, swaying back and forth. 

| would be more fun to be around if you were less of a safety hazard to yourself." 

‘A safety hazard to myself?" Øystein chokes out laughing, "And is it your job to protect me from myself?" 
"| never said it was." Jørn mumbles as Øystein falls back on the leaves with a small explosion 


"Then stop it already." He says and throws a forearm over his eyes as a few leaves fall on him. There's an 


awkward silence with Jørn looking around. 
‘Dystein.. l'm worried about you." He says slowly when Øystein doesn’t talk for more than two minutes. 


Øystein uncovers his eyes. "What are you worried about now, Jørn?" He sighs heavily, making Jørn feel like he's 


an overbearing mother. 
If he's an overbearing mother than Øystein is an equally overbearing man-child 


‘Im worried that you're going to die" He says, realizing midway how stupid his words sound. Bystein's laugh 
doesn't help. 


I'm not gonna die, Jørn" He smiles, bright like the sun. The corner of his eyes fold. 


"You do such stupid shit that | think someday you're either going to kill yourself or me. Probably me, if we're 
being honest" 


"Silly Jørn, | wouldn't do stupid shit if you weren't so much fun to worry.” His smile widens, although it's comes 
across a bit sadistic. Is it the blood or what? He reaches out and pats Jarn's head. His hand drops, staying on 
Jarn's jaw as Jarn's throat swells closed. 

"Why do you think it's fun to worry me?" He asks. 

"| don't know." Øystein admits, his hand falling into the leaves. He rolls onto his side, away from him. 


There's another awkward silence before he says, "Lets get going. Your head's injured pretty bad" 


Its not that bad" Øystein dismisses, sitting up. He stretches out towards the sky, his knees shaking as Jørn 
grabs his elbow and leads him home, all the while his heart beats like a jackhammer. 


"Woah, dude. Aren't you going to need stitches for that?" Jan laughs as soon as he sees a bloodied Dystein 
walk through the front door. 


"Yup." 
"We're just getting the car keys." Jarn mutters as Per walks over. 


"Can | touch it?" He asks, taking a sip from his cup of tea. He tilts his head, looking at the bloody mess with an 


interesting sense of curiousity. 


Jarn's about to tell Per that that's probably isn't a good idea but Øystein holds his arms open, "Be my guest, 


good sir. There might be some bark stuck in there." 
"Yeah, there is. Ill get it out." Per says as he begins picking his fingers around the open wound. 
And Jørn figures that he will probably never save Dystein, no matter how hard he might try. 


The End. 


